EXTREMES MEET

the two cars struggled to turn in the narrow road, and
presently a steady diminishing whirr in the direction
whence they had come.

" Creep ahead, Stavro, and see if there are any of them
left," Waterlow whispered.

In a minute or two he came running back along the
road.

" Nobody, my Capitaine," he called.

" And now we must step out," said Waterlow, as a
yard ahead of the giant brothers, but never clear of their
huge shadows, with Stavro skipping beside him like a
goat and the moon at his back, he hurried toward the
bay of Miramara,